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crevices of the mountains, and with such a fearful roaring
as we could hear it for seven long miles. It is from
these sources that the Rhone and the Rhine, which pass
through all France and Germany, derive their originals.
Late at night, we get to a town called Briga, at the
foot of the Alps, in the Valteline. Almost every door had
nailed on the outside and next the street a bear's, wolf *s,
or fox's head, and divers of them, all three; a savage
kind of sight, but, as the Alps are full of the beasts, the
people often kill them. The next morning, we returned
to our guide, and took fresh mules, and another to con-
duct us to the Lake of Geneva, passing through as pleas-
ant a country as that we had just traveled was melancholy
and troublesome. A strange and sudden change it seemed;
for the reverberation of the sunbeams from the moun-
tains and rocks that like walls range it on both sides, not
above two flight-shots in breadth, for a very great num-
ber of miles, renders the passage excessively hot.
Through such extremes we continued our journey, that
goodly river, the Rhone, gliding by us in a narrow and
quiet channel almost in the middle of this Canton, fer-
tilizing the country for grass and corn, which grow here
in abundance.

We arrived this night at Sion, a pretty town and city,
a bishop's seat, and the head of Valesia. There is a
castle, and the bishop who resides in it, has both civil
and ecclesiastical jurisdiction. Our host, as the custom
of these Cantons is, was one of the chief est of the town,
and had been a Colonel in France: he treated us with
extreme civility, and was so displeased at the usage we
received at Mount Sampion, that he would needs give
us a letter to the Governor of the country, who resided
at St. Maurice, which was in our way to Geneva, to
revenge the affront. This was a true old blade, and had
been a very curious virtuoso, as we found by a hand-
some collection of books, medals, pictures, shells, and
other antiquities. He showed two heads and horns of
the true Capricorn, which animal he told us was fre-
quently killed among the mountains; one branch of them
was as much as I could well lift, and near as high as
my head, not much unlike the greater sort of goat's,
save that they bent forward, by help whereof they climb
up and hang on inaccessible rocks, from whence thed
